THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

able to stay till the end. To-day, the eve of Cam, the
square is being swept clean of pebbles, stones and
refuse, and two young lamas are drawing circles and
squares on the ground with diluted lime. My host is
also busy preparing provisions for the morrow.

The great day, the day of Cam, has arrived. A
number of lamas in yellow silk robes have already
forgathered in the square. They constitute the
orchestra, with brightly polished wind instruments,
trumpets, drums and tambourines. Through the
fence of the monastery an excited throng, dressed in
multi-coloured silks, is watching the proceedings;
not far from the edge of the crowd stand the horses,
with silver wrought saddles upholstered in red.
It is a dazzling scene of colour, brilliance and
movement, rendered all the more glittering by the
crystal-clear Mongolian atmosphere.

The procession now begins to emerge through the
monastery gate, headed by the young lama students
carrying silk flags and sacred objects. The flags are
of peculiar shapes, some of them resembling lamp-
shades. Each flag bears a magic phrase inscribed in
Tibetan characters, in addition to the glittering, gold-
embroidered sacred formula for keeping away evil
spirits: "Qm warn pade bum" Whenever these flags
flutter in the breeze they are "praying" in place of the
lamas.

There are ordinary flags as well, some of which
have in distant centuries fluttered across Eiirope in
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